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window, with the landscape behind a mist of rain ;  and the
regular noise of the rain on tens of thousands of leaves.   The
young Jean worrying the dog.   Marguerite and Mimi, damp,
came scurrying in dishevelled from the forest with whole bags
of mushrooms.   Then tea below.   Opening the window for air,
down  there.   Then  more  Borodine  upstairs.   The perfectly
exquisite attitudes and gestures of Mimi playing with the dog.
Steady rain.   Afraid of the journey home, I order a carriage on
the understanding that it is a closed carriage.   The doctor comes,
and frightens Marguerite in spite of her assurance about the
mushrooms.   Still Borodine.   Darker.   One candle is found for
the piano, and the music goes on in a little sphere of radiance
(yellow) in the growing dusk.   The surface of the river looks
like the sea in shallows.   Then the carriage comes, and it is
open, with a hood.   Marguerite's bicycle, damaged, has to be
piled on to the driver's knees.   M., Florence and I crowd under
the hood, and Frank sits opposite in his new overcoat.   I keep
rain off our knees with an umbrella.   Cold, slow drive.   The
tram-car, flashing, passes us.   Its platforms are piled up with
cycles.   We eat some of the mushrooms for dinner.   Then
preparations for our departure to-morrow.

To-day I wrote the fourth article for The Reader's Review, on
" How to use a public library ". I did nothing at my poem.
I read Taine, A. W. Benn, Nietzsche, and Turgenev.

Thursday, September
After much rain, an exquisite morning. The views of the Seine
as I came up to Paris were exceedingly romantic. I came with-
out sketchbook, and my first desire was to sketch. So I had
to buy a book. M. and I then went to the Aviation Exposition
at the Grand Palais. Startled by the completeness of the trade
organization of aviation ; even to suits, for aviators, and rolls
of stuffe for 'planes. We first remarked the Farman aeroplane.
Vast, and as beautiful as a yacht. Same kind of beauty. Yet
a new creation of form, a new ' style * ; that is newly stylistic.
I had been reading Wilbur Wright's accounts of his earlier
experiments as I came up in the train, and I wanted to write
a story of an aviator, giving the sensations of flight. I left M.
and went to the Salon d'Automne. But I found it was the
vemissage and so I didn't enter. Crowds entering.
My first vague impression was here at last defined, of Paris.
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